STORIES    REVIVE

Our Craftsman is an expert explorer; the
smaller boy in The Almond Tree grasps still in
one relaxing hand the end of an apron-string;
Arthur, in Miss Duveen, has dropped the
apron-string and is setting out on his first
tour of inspection. An amazing discovery he
makes: the lady whose name forms the title
of this little masterpiece is the first of a series
of elderly females nearly as closely allied as
their youthful male friends. Miss Duveen,
Miss Seaton, Jimmie's Aunt Charlotte, and
certain ladies in the poems are members of
one family. Of course they differ widely from
one another; but so, often, do the actual
members of a single family. Miss Duveen's
idiosyncrasies are softened by an unfailing
amiability: they may, and do eventually, in
the rather hard-hearted Arthur, inspire a
shamefaced, slightly snobbish distaste, but
never fear or hatred. The back of Arthur's
garden joined the back of Miss Duveen's
garden; a narrow brook flowed between; and
across this brook their acquaintance was made,
the lady playing the part of wooer, though the
gentleman, at this stage of the affair, was by
no means unwilling to be wooed.

*Ah/ she said, with a little masculine laughs cso this is
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